IN   SEARCH   OF   SNOW

in the deservedly chilly atmosphere. Lady Patricia took
me for a walk in the garden, assuring me that all was
well, for which deed I am eternally in her debt. (Some
of it was liquidated this year by the magnificent present which
appeared under my name at her marriage to Count John de
Bendern.)

A short time ago, during the temporary absence of
the Countess, some of the pupils held a Bavarian sing-
song on the balcony. Volume of sound being of more
importance than tone, the Muncheners collected in the
street to cheer them to further efforts, so a student at
the university told me. And I hope that on reading these
lines those "old girls" who took part in it will stand
duly corrected.

One could write a chapter on the sausage life of
Munich: I only wish I knew which ones to order, and
always in a restaurant try to get a lead from one of the
natives. Weisswurste are a great local feature; I slip into
Franciscaner's at eleven a.m. and down two pairs, assisted
by a light Lowenbrau. Remember to dtink light beers
in the big towns and dark beet in.the villages; the light
does not keep so well- as the datk^ and, naturally, the
brewers' vans pay fewer visits to ^e vilkge inns than
to the town beer-houses.              ^:

Those white sausageg^J(^^^r^) are off the menu
within an hour: either they'^gldl eaten or they have
gone flat, for they are as light and consequently just as
digestible in character as a souffte.

In the Schwarzwalder restaurant besides feeding very
cheaply on excellent food, you find there are fifty-one
different sorts of open wines, Hocks and Moselles,